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Srila Visvanatha Cahravarti Thahur 



kaddharh sevisye vratoti-camari-cdmara-marud- 
vinodeno krldd kusuma-sayane nyasta-vapusau / 
daronmilan-netrau srama-jola-kana-klidyad-alakau 
bruvdndv anyonyarh vraja-nava-yuvdndv iha yuvdm j / 

Utkalikd-vallarl 52 

O Radha and Krsna! O fresh youths of Vrndavana! You are reclining on the 
bed of flowers, Your bodies covered with drops of perspiration from the 
fatigue of Your pastimes just as a leaf is covered with drops of water. Your 
eyes partially open, You are conversing. When will I serve You by moving 
the fan made of the stems of creepers? 

srl-krsna uvdca— 

citrom idarh nahi yad aho vitarasy adhara-sudhdrh nikdmarh me / 
ati krpano'pi kaddcid vaddnyatamatdrh Janah priye dhatte 11 Ij I 
layam api na ydti done pratyuta rddhirh rasddhikarh labhate / 
adhara-sudhottama-vidydrh vibudha-vardyddya me dehi 1121 j 
svdnte bibhrati bhavatlrh svdnte vdsiny atisnigdhe / 
mayi kirn apOrvdrh nddds tvam imdrh ca yasmdd vidusy oho tatra 11311 

Krsna: O My beloved, although even the greatest miser will sometimes give 
in charity. You nevertheless refuse to let Me drink the nectar of Your lips, 
even though I repeatedly beg for it. Is this not very wonderful? I am Your 
most earnest student. Please teach Me the science of tasting the nectar of 
Your lips. Do not think Your instructions will go in vain. On the contrary, 
they will grow increasingly sweet if You import them to Me. O My beloved, 
I consider You My teacher, and I always meditate on You and carry You 
within My heart. Although You are learned in the science of amorous love. 
You don’t want to teach it to Me. Why do You so adamantly refuse? 



sri-radhaha— 

kulo-romonl-toti-lojja-nirmOlono-tontro-kousolodgaroih j 
prathayasi kim u nij'a-garvarh jhdtarh pdndityam asti te tatra I Ml j 
daivdd vipaksatdm api mayi ydntyd data mamoiva sahacaryd / 
nyastdharh tava haste katham atra garvo bhaven na te 11511 
ayam api paramo dharmah sidghd mahatl taveyam evestd / 
yauvana-phalam api cedarh kuld-bald-pidanarh yad a ho 11611 

Radha: I know how expert You are at weaving a spell to uproot pious girls' 
chastity. Why are You showing off in this way? By My fate this inimical so- 
called gopi-friend has placed Me in Your hands. Pleased with Your good- 
fortune, You are now puffed up with pride. This does not at all surprise Me. 
This teasing of pious and chaste young girls is Your natural youthful 
proclivity. You are famous for this. 

sri-krsna aha— 

smara-narapati-vara-rdjye dharmah sarma-prado'yam ddistah / 
vatsydyana-muni-nirmita-paddhaty-uktdnusdrena hi 11?! j 

api ca— 

atra pramdnam istarh cen mad-ukte'pi na manyate kihcit / 
bharata-muneh kiia sdstrarh sdstrdntaram atra ko ganayet 11Sj I 
vidyuti vidyuti-ddylsidghdrh manute payodharah svlydm / 
vidyud api svdrh susamdrh payodhare sidghayaty adhikdm 11911 

Krsna: Please do not think I am speaking anything irreligious. I am simply 
repeating the moral codes of Kamadeva's kingdom. These codes are 
outlined in the scripture written by Vatsyayana Muni. By following them 
one attains all happiness and auspiciousness. If You have no faith in My 
words, then just consult Bharata Muni's Natya-sastra, and You will see that 
I speak the truth. Bharata Muni's sastra is the best of books. Who will 
consider any other scripture superior to it? By contact with the lightning 



flash, the dark cloud considers that His own glory is increased. By contact 
with the dark cloud, the lightning flash considers that Her glory is 
increased. 


sri-radhaha— 

govordhana-giri-kandara-vdsi harir aslti srutam katidhd / 
kula-bdid-harinl-tatir athdpi gacchaty ato na te dosah / jlOj / 
kirn kurmah svdcarito dharmas tyakturh katharh punah sakyah j 
dinakara-pOj'ana-vidhir iha kusumdvacaye pravartyate 11 llj I 

Radha: Even though the chaste young fawns of Vraja have heard that You 
are like a lion residing in Govardhana Hill's caves, they still approach You. 
Who can blame You for pouncing on them? If You ask why we come to 
Govardhana Hill, I shall explain that we must come here to gather flowers 
for the worship of the sun-god. How can we avoid our religious duty to 
bring him flowers? 


sri-krsna aha— 

vrnddranya-purandaram api mam na girdpi karhicin manuse / 
sOrydrddhana-garvas tad ay am rddhe na te bhavet kharvah 11121 j 
govardhana-giri-dhdrana-kdranam ojo na te'dhikarh manute / 
tava savayas-tatir api sa tavaika-kuca-saila-garvena 11131 j 

Krsna: Although I am the supreme monarch ofVrndavana forest. You have 
not even once addressed Me in that way, and indeed, I think You do not 
even accept My sovereignty here. You are very proud of Your worship of 
the sun-god, but for Myself it is hard for Me to take these small things very 
seriously. Proud of the mountain of Your breasts. Your friends do not 
consider My strength very seriously. Even though I lifted Govardhan Hill 
with My own hand, they think I do not have the power to touch You. 



sri-radhaha— 

no kilo kucau mama sailau pasyambuja-korakau navotpannau / 
na toy or dalanarh marakata-sildnibhenorasd'dya te yogyam 11141 j 
kaustubha-manir atitaralah sarala-matih punar aharh kula pramadd / 
tad a lam anena dhinotu tvdrh nija-sadrsarh bhrsarh hrdi-sthas te 111511 

Radha: You can see that My breasts are like delicate fresh lotus buds. If You 
press You hard sapphire chest against them, You will crush them and cause 
Me great pain. Why should I embrace You? If I embrace You then I must 
touch the Kaustubha jewel which decorated Your chest. This jewel is both 
fickle and insincere, but I am a simple, honest, pious girl. This jewel and I 
are a very bad match. Why should I consent to associate with this rascal 
jewel? This jewel may please You because You both share the same fickle 
nature, but it is not very pleasing to Me. 

srl-krsna aha— 

satyam ayarh bhaya-taralah kantha-tatdntarh mama priye srayate / 
day ate tava kuca-dvoyam adhikarh sammardayaty a ho sadyah 111611 

Krsna: O beloved, because in the past Your cruel breasts mercilessly struck 
this jewel and caused him great pain, he has fled and sought protection on 
My chest. He restlessly moves about, not because of fickleness, but out of 
fear of Your hard breasts. 

srl-rddhdha— 

tava khara-nakhara-viddrana-sahanarh kucayor iyarh vard saktih / 
kirn atra sambhavati sphutam anayoh sva-bala-prakdsandtopah 111711 

Radha: Whatever strength My breasts possess rests exclusively in their 
ability to tolerate the fierce attacks of Your sharpened nails. Otherwise, 



how is it possible for My delicate breasts to be proud of their strength? 


sri-krsna oha— 

mama khara-nakhara-mahahkusa-ghatad api sata-gunarh balarh labdhva 

I 

kolad iva kuca kumbhau mamardayato bhrsarh priye pasya /1181 / 


Krsna: Struck by the sharpened goads of My fingernails, the elephant 
foreheads of Your breasts have become maddened. O beloved, just see how 
they angrily strike Me with hundreds of times and cause Me great pain. 


srJ-radhaha— 

kuca-padma-kutmala-yugarh mardayati tvdrh nijdti-daurdtmydt / 
vrnddvana-vara-sindhura nanu dayase tvarh nisarga-kdrunydt /1191 / 

Radha: O delicate mad elephant who roams in Vrndavana's forest, do not 
touch My hard lotus bud breasts. They will certainly cause great pain to 
Your tender hand. 


sri-krsna aha— 

tanvdte madam uccais tdvaka-kuca-korakau yad imau / 
nakha-candrodayam ad hi kirn sva-yogyam atularh na sob hate priye 112011 

Krsna: The lotus buds of Your breasts bring Me great happiness. O beloved, 
if the peerless moons of My fingernails shine over them, do they not make 
Your lotus bud breasts appear very beautiful? 


srJ-radhaha— 

nakhardndm atikharatd-ratdya te tdvakena kiia vidhind / 
vraja-vanitdndm arucya ruseva niramdyi kirh nOnam 11211 j 



Radha: Is it not so that Your great anger and sharp fingernails are simply a 
show You present to delight the girls ofVraja? 


sri-krsna aha— 

kusumad api mrduldhgyah kucayor evdsti hanta kdthinyam / 
iti tan niskdsayiturh ksunatti nakhardvall caturd 11221 j 

Krsna: Although Your body is as soft as a flower, Your breasts are very 
hard. The weapons which are My fingernails are eager to expertly attach 
and soften those hard breasts. 

srl-rddhdha— 

hanta krtarh bata kirn idarh surata-rasonmada-kula-striydh kadanam / 
hdrds trutitdh kdhcl galitd skhalitd tathaiva me venl 112311 

Radha: O libertine intoxicated by amorous desires, You are causing Me, a 
chaste, pious girl, such distress that My necklace has become broken. My 
belt has slipped from My waist, and My braids have become undone. 

srl-krsna dha— 

hdrd baidd uru-bhdrdh krsam api madhyarh ca nahyate kdhcl / 
cikura-kadarthana-bhOtd venl tad imd raksiturh na yogydh 112411 

Krsna: Because Your jeweled necklace is so large, it has naturally broken 
by it's own heavy weight. Because Your waist is so slender. Your belt has 
naturally fallen to the ground. Because Your hair is so curly. Your braids 
have naturally become undone. Do not ask Your gopi friends to fix Your 
necklace, refasten Your belt, and retie Your braids. It is not proper for 
them to do this. I am Your beloved. I shall fix Your necklace, belt and 
braids. 



srJ-radhaha— 

Odho yena girlndras tarn api na vahato mamoraso bhdrah j 
hdrair bhOsana-bhOtair abhOd iyarh sneha-mudrd kim 11251 j 
kuca-giri-vahana-patutvarh krsam api madhyarh yato baidd dhatte / 
manimaya-kdhcl-bandhdd eva tarn rte drdhatd'sya kena sydt 112611 
utkarsandv dkarsana-parydyodita-paraspardsaktyd / 
pritir iyarh kiia venl-cikurdndrh na ca kadarthanarh vdcyam 11271 j 

Radha: Although You easily lifted Govardhana Hill, the King of mountains, 
You were so inconsiderate that You did not prevent these necklace slipping 
from My breasts. How is this a sign of Your love for Me? But trussed by this 
firm jeweled belt. My slender waist is able to hold up the great weight of 
the two mountains which are My breasts. Without this belt how will I be 
able to carry this weight? Entwined about each other, these two braids have 
become lovers. This is not an absurd statement, it is the truth. You are such 
a rascal that You have needlessly separated these two lovers. 

sri-krsna aha— 

satyam aharh giridhdri kara-naiindbhydrh giri-dvayarh dhdsye / 
madhyasydtra patutvair aiarh baiarh kiia mamaivdstdm 11281 j 
cikurdndm api venydh paraspardsaktih sOcitd / 
prityd kirh phaiam iha yadi paricaranarh te na kurvanti 112911 
venl-bandha-vimuktas cikura kaidpo'tra veiiito marutd / 
cdmaratdm upaydtah svinndhgirh vijayaty a ho bhavatlm 113011 

Krsna: Do not worry that now Your belt has fallen and Your heavy breasts 
will be without support. I, the lifter of Govardhana Hill, shall support the 
two mountains of Your breasts with the strength of My two lotus hands. 
What is the need of belt? You may say that Your braids are lovers entwined 
in an embrace, but I say that if these lovers do not serve You, then their love 
is useless. Released from braids. Your hair has become like camara fan 



moving in the breeze. By fanning Your perspiring body it now serves You 
in a way it could not have done in it's former bondage. 


srJ-radhaha— 

aviskrta puru silparh sakhya me bahu vilambato racitam / 
citrakam alika-tate tat-ksanena vidhvarhsitarh bhavatd 113111 

Radha: My gopi-friend spent a long time carefully drawing these artistic 
tilaka pictures on My forehead, and now in a single moment You have 
recklessly smudged them all. 


sri-krsna aha— 

smita-mukhi rucdrdha-vidhund sucdru-bhdiena me milanty esd / 
tvad-alika-vidhu-rekhd'smai premnd'rpayati sma sarvasvam 113211 

Krsna: My dear smiling girl, it is not My fault that our foreheads have met. 
The crescent moon drawn on Your forehead has fallen in love with the 
glistening half-moon of My forehead. Placing herself before him, she gave 
all her heart to him. 


sri-radhaha— 

ganda-tate mama makarl sydmd saraldti-citritdpy a bald m j 
makara-dvaya-tdtahkas capalo dhrstah kadarthayaty endm 113311 

Radha: Your two quick, arrogant, fickle-minded makara-shaped earrings 
are now harassing the delicate dark-complexioned makari drawn in musk 
on My cheeks. 


sri-krsna aha— 

ramani mama sruti-yugalarh tvad udita-saudha-dravaih plutarh tad api / 



dvi-gunita-trsnarh jotarfi lolupatayah svarupam evaitat 113411 


Krsna: My dear beautiful girl, although drowning in the nectar of Your 
words, My ears have become twice as thirsty. In order to drink this nectar 
they have sprouted these two makaras You call My earrings. 


sri-radhaha— 

lolupo-cOdamonir asi tavdhga-vrndarh ca loluparh yad ayam / 
man-nayandkta-masim apy adharo rdgisva mandanarh kurute 113511 

Radha: I can see that You are the crown jewel of all lovers, and every limb 
of Your body is filled with ardent desire. Your lips, reddened with passion, 
are now ornamented themselves with the black mascara around My eyes. 

srl-krsna aha— 

bandhOkdntara-vartinam alinam ivdyarh masl-dravarh dhrtvd / 
aksnor eva mudarh te tanute tad imam kirn dksipasi 113611 

Krsna: The mascara of Your eyes is like a black bumble-bee which enters 
the bandhuka flower of My lips to drink the honey there. My lips brings 
only transcendental pleasure to Your eyes. Why do You push them away? 


srJ-radhdha— 

vande tava parihasitarh karh devarh paricarasy aho nibhirtam / 
yat prasdddd ad hit a saurata-vidydti-cdturl-dhdrd 113711 

Radha: With great respect I offer My obeisances to these delightful joking 
words. Please tell Me, what demigod do You secretly worship that You have 
become so expert at these playful amorous jokes? 



sri-krsna aha— 

tava jaghanottama-sadanarh sarasarh devarh samupacardmy atulam j 
nibhrta-nikuhja-grhasthah prati dinam ucitddhikdra evdham 113811 

Krsna: Every day I go to a small cottage in a secluded grove and worship a 
peerlessly beautiful, nectar-like deity. 

srl-rddhdha— 

satyam atah svdrOpyarh labdhvd drptah kuldbald-nalinlh / 
malinlh kuruse kd tava nayane patitd svakarh patirh bhajatdm 113911 

Radha: I think that by this worship You have become as handsome as this 
deity, and this has made You very proud. You have been very successful at 
polluting the pious lotus-like girls ofVraja. Indeed what girl who comes 
within Your glance is able to resist You and remain devoted to her 
husband? 

srl-krsna aha— 

sakhi tava nirdvrtdny atirucirdny ahgdny ativa sahkucanti / 
samprati man-nayandntar visanti manddksa-magndni 114011 

Krsna: My dear friend, as I uncover Your exquisitely beautiful limbs they 
shrink from Me and dive into the ocean of bashfulness. I shall now rescue 
them from that ocean and bring them onto the dry land of My glance. 

srl-rddhdha— 

dhrstatame tava nayane yan mitrarh kaustubho dyutirh tanute / 
tad iha mad-ahgdny ad hand saranarh ydntu tvad-ahgdndm 11411 j 

Radha: This Kaustubha gem, the friend of Your impudent eyes, is now 



illuminating My limbs, and bringing them from the waters of modesty to 
the dry land of the touch of Your body. 

srl-krsna aha— 

hitva satrsa-drsau mama vairdd iva kaustubharh pardbhOya / 
visati tava stana-yugalarh mad-dhrdaydntah sva-vikramarh bibhrat j 1421 j 

Krsna: Fleeing from My thirsty eyes, Your powerful breasts have defeated 
their enemy, the Kaustubha gem, and invaded the country of My heart. 


srJ-radhaha— 

kathinatamarh tava hrdayarh kuca-yugam api me pratlyate kathinam j 
tad ucitam anayor milanarh yogyarh yogyena yujyate yasmdt 114311 

Radha: Although My breasts are generally considered very hard and firm. 
Your chest is the superlative of hardness. It is very appropriate that these 
two compatible friends meet, for they share the same qualities. 

srl-krsna aha— 

mad-urah paksa-gatd tvarh mama yady aksnor vipaksatdrh kuruse / 
tad api tayos tvad-vadanarh prakdma-subhagarh mudarh tanute 11441 j 

Krsna: Even though You have made alliance with My chest and consider 
My eyes an enemy, still, the beauty of Your face brings great delight to 
those eyes. 


sri-radhaha— 

svacchandarh yadi ramase ramasva tatrdbaldsmi kirn kurydm j 
ksipasi drsarh yad aiajjarh mad-apaghane tat katharh sahe kuiajd 114511 


Radha: If You wish You may enjoy in this way, for I am a weak woman and 



I have no power to restrain You. Still, I am a pious chaste girl. How can I 
tolerate these shameless ardent glances? 

srl-krsna aha— 

yadi mama drsti-cakorya vidhu-mukhi naivopalabhyase daivdt / 
hrdaya-grhe khelasy a pi tathdpi ha Jvalayasi prasabham 114611 

Krsna: My dear moon-faced girl, if You perform pastimes in the palace of 
My chest, the cakora birds of My eyes will not be able to find You, and if 
somehow or other they see You through a window, they will simply burn in 
the fire of separation. 


srJ-radhaha— 

tava bhuja-yuga-drdha-bandharh vdmdplhe'nyathd bhavan-nayane / 
nistrapa-siromane mom trapdmbudhau pdtayisyatah pro kata m 11471 j 

Radha: I am simply a young girl, and I cannot break free from the strong 
ropes of Your arms. O crest jewel of shameless debauchees. Your eyes are 
about to cast Me into the ocean of shame. 

srl-krsna aha— 

tvan-nayane ca mad-aksnor antevdsitvam icchatah kintu / 
garvdd iva na ca pathatah pro kata rh proud hi h kiyato a ho yad iyam 114811 

Krsna: Although earnestly wishing to learn from My eyes. Your eyes are so 
proud that they refuse to accept the inferior position of students, and thus 
do not approach their proper teacher. 


sri-radhaha— 

cetah sphutati svayarh ca tathdpi nayane na tddrse bhavatah / 



sadhvinam iyam ucita evo nisarga-trapakulata 114911 


Radha: Think of Me as You like, but please do not look on Me in this way. 
Shyness is a most important virtue for a chaste young girl. 

srl-krsna aha— 

samprati satyarh bruse trapavatlnarh siromanis tvam asi / 
vatsyayana-tantroktah sadhvinam ay am eva dharmah 11501 j 

Krsna: My dear friend, You are the crown-jewel of all modest young girls. 
Now You are finally speaking the truth. Your words are confirmed by the 
Vatsyayana-tantra which clearly states that modesty is the primary virtue 
for a pious girl. 


srJ-radhaha— 

yady apy arundhatlsd sddhvl-gana-ganya-gauravd Jagati / 
dharmam imam pdthayiturh tarn a pi saknoti te nayanam 115111 

Radha: I think Your eyes are so pure and saintly that they can teach the 
principles of religion even to Arundhati, the most pious woman in the 
world. 


srl-krsna aha— 

rddhe dvigunita-sobharh mad-dsya-pahkeruharh dhruvarh pibatu / 
sampraty api nija-locana-madhukara-yugarh kirn na sarvathd disasi 

115211 

Krsna: O Radhe, why do You not say: “The bumble-bees of Krsna's eyes may 
now drink to their heart's content the honey of the doubly beautiful lotus 
flower of My face?” 



srl-radhaha— 

lavonyddbhuta-vanyam ayarh tvad-ahgarh na silayaty adhikam / 
locana-saphara-yugarh mama drg-anta-jdlarh yadd nu tat ksipasi //53// 

Radha: Although they would like to swim in the wonderful nectarean lake 
of Your bodily beauty, the two saphara fishes of My eyes are afraid that they 
may become caught when You throw the net of Your sidelong glance. 

srl-krsna aha— 

nOpura-mahgala-vddya-Jndpita-manasiJa-nrpotsavdmodah j 
tvaritam upaydti ali-vandl kirtirh ca tava prathayan virdjate / /54// 

Krsna: The tinkling sounds of Your ankle-bells proclaim the joyful festival 
of Kamadeva. Hearing this proclamation, these bumble-bee poets have 
hastened to this place in order to sing Your glories. 

srl-rddhdha— 

dayita nrpo'sy anubhOtah satyarh manasija-parah-satdndrh tvam / 
disi disi satlsu vikrama-vijayarh sarhsati tavaivdyam 115511 

Radha: I can personally see that You are more handsome than hundreds of 
Kamadevas, and I can hear these bumble-bees proclaiming everywhere 
Your amorous conquest of hundreds of beautiful gopis. 

srl-krsna aha— 

surata-mahd-makha-bherl tri-jagati garj'arhs tavaisa nupurah j 
tarjati garvavatls tab prakdmam amardhgand a pi prasabham 115611 

Krsna: Your tinkling ankle-bells are like a great trumpet announcing the 
religious ceremony of Kamadeva. This trumpet's music has completely 



demolished the pride of the beautiful girls in the heavenly planets. 


srJ-radhaha— 

ramana-mahodita-moda-bhara-mottaharh kirn bravimi te caritam / 
stausi mu bur nOpuram a pi nOpura-mdtrdvasista-bhOsdydh 115711 

Radha: Maddened by the sharp bliss of these pastimes, I have lost all 
control over My thoughts and I can no longer glorify You with elegant 
words. You still have command over Your wit, and therefore You can 
repeatedly glorify these ankle-bells, the only ornaments You have not yet 
taken from Me. 


sri-krsna dha¬ 
kim kathyase svayarh bata ramana-mahe tvarh samuddhatd satyam / 
mada-bhara-matta yan nija-parihita-vdso'pi kuruse smarasdt 115811 

Krsna: This description is certainly true. Now that You have become 
maddened with the intense bliss of Kamadeva's festival. You should 
present an offering to him. I think You should devotedly offer him all Your 
clothing. 


srT-radhaha— 

sa kiia tavestd devoid madanah sraddhdvatir ato yuvatih j 
upadisyaitan mantrarh sisydh kuruse vitirna-sarvasvdh 115911 

Radha: You have become the guru of us young girls and You have initiated 
us as Your faithful disciples. You have taught us the mantras glorifying 
Your worshipable deity Kamadeva, and You have taught us to surrender 
everything to him. 



sri-krsna aha— 

tvayi punar asau rasajhah smaro'pi ropita-muda vasati / 
yad idarh kuca-hdtaka samputa-yugam asya sarvasvam 116011 

Krsna: When he receives this offering, the enjoyer of rasas Kamadeva will 
become very pleased with You, and he will gratefully remain always within 
Your heart. He will accept the gift of the two golden jewelry boxes of Your 
breasts as the most valued treasure. He will make that gift the most 
important thing in his life. 


srJ-rddhaha— 

evarh cet katham anayoh kahcukam atha mauktikarh lasad-dhdram j 
mrgamada-carcdrh dalayasi kalayasi ca kathina-kardghdtam 116111 

Radha: If Your Kamadeva values My breasts as You say, then why are You 
violently ripping My splendid pearl-decorated musk-anointed bodice with 
Your hard hands? 


srJ-krsna aha— 

sva-dhana-vyavahrti-samaye hdtaka-maya-samputasya yad drstah / 
mangala-bhOsana-vasanodghato mukha-ddrdhyatah nakhdghdtah 11621 j 

Krsna: What fault have I done? If, while opening a gold chest of auspicious 
jewels the lid becomes stuck and one uses his fingernails to try the box 
open, is there any fault on his part? 


sri-radhaha— 

tad vyavaharta punar atha krtvd dvi-gunita-susambhdram j 
dvrtyatirahah-stharh kurute samputam idarh ca bho drstam 116311 



Radha: The owner has filled this chest with twice as many jewels, covered 
it with cloth, and very carefully hidden it. 

srl-krsno aha— 

smora-mani-samputa-kuca-yugam adhunapy uttanam asti tat-kante / 
hrdaya-grharh mama pOraya krtvd'dho mukham idarh mahd-ratnaih 

' 116411 

Krsna: Now that I have opened the two Kamadeva's jewelry boxes which 
are Your breasts, please turn them upside down and fill the treasury-room 
of My heart with these large jewels. 


sri-radhaha— 

vidhind vimrsya nihitarh ydsdm abaleti noma yuktartham / 
tdsdrh kuca-samputayor adho mukhi krti-vidhau kva vd saktih 116511 

Radha: Because women are weak, the creator Brahma gave them the name 
«abala» (weak). How shall we weak women get the power to turn our 
jewelry box breasts upside down and deliver their contents to You? 

srl-krsna dha— 

kati na karagraha-vidhind kuca-samputakdntardhrta rddhe / 
moda-manlndrh tatayas tad api na me pOryate hrdayom /1661 / 

Krsna: How many jewels of bliss have I not already taken with My hand 
from the jewelry boxes of Your breasts? Although I have taken them. My 
heart is still unfilled. My dear Radha, I require that You personally give 
them to Me. 



srJ-radhaha— 

vrojo-vonitah sata-kotyas tavaiva tah panditas ca rati-tantre / 
hrdayarh tad a pi ratau bata rahkatamatvarh na te tyajati 11671 j 

Radha: Although hundreds and millions of Vraja's beautiful girls, who are 
all vastly learned scholars in erotic science, have given their hearts to You, 
still You cannot escape this amorous poverty in Your heart. This is certainly 
very wonderful. 


sri-krsna aha— 

smoro-sikhi-tapte mama hrdi sukumdryas tab visantu kirn mugdhdh / 
tvam atisamarthd prasabharh pravisya rdjasi sadaivaikd /1681 / 

Krsna: None of these beautiful young girls has been able to enter My heart 
and extinguish this blazing fire of desire. You are the only one powerful 
enough to enter there and rescue Me from this distress. I know that You 
can not only enter, but remain there eternally. 


sri-radhaha— 

tad aye sva-ranga-ddne svar-angands tdh samdnaya ksipram / 
tat-tan-ndma grhitvd murail-gdne tavdtra ko yatnah /1691 / 

Radha: Just take up Your flute and play on it the names of the beautiful 
damsels of Indraloka. They will instantly rush here to please You. This is 
easy for You to accomplish. 


sri-krsna dha— 

nandana-vana-kusumdncita-siro'pi dharturh nijdtyayogyatayd / 
tava pada-nakha-taia-savidhe iajjarh te sura-vardngand a pi tdh 117011 



Krsna: Although crowned with flowers from the Nandana garden, the 
beautiful girls of Indraloka are ashamed to come near Your lotus toenails, 
for they know there is no comparison between themselves and You. 


sri-radhaha— 

ndbhi-vivara-vordn me samudgateyarh na kdnta-romdil / 
kintu prakupita-bhuj'agi tod-unmukharh kirn u ciklrsasi sva-karam 11711 j 

Radha: This line of hairs is actually an angry female black-snake emerging 
from the beautiful snake-hole of My navel. Why are You so eager to place 
Your hand near this poisonous snake? 

srl-krsna aha— 

tava romdll-bhuj'aglrh khelayiturh mat-karas calaty abhitah / 
bhavad-akhildnga-gatdny api romany udydnti kirn roddhum 11721 j 

Krsna: My hand moves over Your body just to play with this hair-snake. As 
My hand moves over Your limbs, why do the hairs rise up in resistance? 


srJ-radhaha— 

mad-akhila-gdtra-bhatd api yatah pardbhavam avdpya muhyanti / 
smara-rana-matte tvayi kirn bata romndrh yujyate yuddham 117311 

Radha: Although the great soldiers of My various limbs at first tried to fight 
with You they were quickly bewildered and defeated. How is it possible, 
then for these small hairs to fight with You, who have become mad with 
victory in this amorous struggle? 

srl-krsna aha— 

vayam atikrsds ca tad api prabhavdmodgama-vidhdv iti prakatam / 



bhavatim udgomo-caryorh roma-bhatah smarayonty aho caturah 117411 


Krsna: Your hair-soldiers encourage You to resist Me. They are now saying 
to you: “Although we are very weak and thin, even we actively stand up in 
resistance!” 


sri-radhaha— 

rati-rasa-paravasa ! sahate te'tathyarh kirn me tanor anvayah / 
ramayasva ativdmdm api tarn na ca dayase kdntyd vedayose 117511 

Radha: O My dear debauchee controlled by amorous mellows, how will My 
bodily hairs tolerate Your continued hypocrisy? On the one hand You seem 
to give pleasure to this amorous girl, and on the other hand You mercilessly 
torture her with the beauty of Your body. 

srl-krsna aha— 

smara-sara-rddhe rddhe samare samarekhaydncite dvitaye / 
iha bhavad-anga-mad-ange pratibhatam ad bund dhundnes tdm 117611 

Krsna: O Radha, O expert archer of Kamadeva, let us now embrace, and 
the meeting of our bodies will crush the enemy soldiers which are the hairs 
of Your body. 


srJ-rddhdha— 

prasveddmbu vamantTghana-rasa-sikteva gdtra-vallT me / 
dalito lalitdkalpas talpas ca khandito no vd katidhd 117711 

Radha: The creepers of My limbs now shower a great monsoon of 
perspiration. My beautiful flower-ornaments are all broken, and this 
flower-couch is disarrayed. 



sri-krsna aha— 

modana-ghanaghana esa sveda-misdd varsatiha tanu-valllm j 
ghana-rasa-bharaih pratipadam udita-lasat-korakdrh kdnte 117811 

Krsna: On the pretext of making You perspire, Kamadeva is raining nectar 
on the creeper of Your body. O My beloved, at every moment he showers 
the two glittering, raised lotus buds of Your breasts. 


srl-radhaha— 

priya tava tarunima-joladher avadher anvesanarh katharh kurutdm / 
mahild-mati-makarl tad viramyatdrh ramyatdrh ratarh ydtu 11791 j 

Radha: I am simply an amorous makari swimming in the ocean of Your 
youthful handsomeness. How will I ever find the shore of that ocean? 
Please let us stop this talk. Let us simply enjoy amorous pastimes without 
interruption. 


sri-krsna aha— 

atinihsvasita-samirana-vegdd dvi-gunibhavan-mahd-vicim j 
keli-sudhd-saritarh nau mdnasa-karinau muhur muhur bhaj'atdm 118011 

Krsna: Our deep sighs have become hurricane winds bringing tidal waves 
to the nectarean stream of our pastimes. Our minds have become like 
maddened elephants repeatedly splashing and playing in the overflowing 
waters of that stream. 


srl-radhaha- 

khelati manah-karl te satyarh prakatarh sa laksyate kintu / 
tatraikyarh mama manaso bruse ko'trdbhiprdyas te 118111 


Radha: I can clearly see the elephant of Your mind sporting in that nectar 



stream, but why do You say that My mind also sports there? I do not 
understand Your intention. Please explain. 

srl-krsna aha— 

srlman-madana-surottama-seva samsiddhaye tu nau manasi / 
aikyam avdpya tvarayd tatra ca sdyujyam Ihete 11821 j 

Krsna: Our minds are both earnestly engaged in the service of Kamadeva, 
the best of the demigods. In this way they have become one. 


srJ-radhaha— 

svasminn eva tanor mama manasas copy ekadaiva sdyujyam / 
prasabharh kuruse deva tvam eva sdksdn mahd-madanah 118311 

Radha: O My Lord, I can now understand that because You are the great 
Kamadeva himself. You have now forcibly merged both My body and mind 
into Your own existence. 


srl-krsna aha— 

sarvasvdtma-samarpana-kdrinyai te mud a mdrah / 
sviydrh mauktika-mdidm alike sveda-kana-vydjdd datte 118411 

Krsna: Kamadeva is very pleased by Your offering everything to him. On 
the pretext of placing drops of perspiration on Your brow, he rewards You, 
decorating You with his own pearls. 


srJ-rddhdha— 

tvad-alaka-nikaras tarn api nJtvd stimyati hathdd ayarh capalah / 
madana-prasdda ity atibhdgyarh sarhsidghate sviyam 118511 


Radha: Your moving locks of hair have become wet by forcibly taking 



Kamadeva's pearls from My forehead. Afterwards these thieves say among 
themselves: “It is by Kamadeva's mercy that we are so fortunate to get this 
treasure.” 


sri-krsna aha— 

tambOlamrta-rasa-lava-labhenaivatra garvite bhavan-nayane / 
antar-bahir api tad-rasa-mudite gande katharh nu me hasatah /1861 / 

Krsna: After attaining a drop of chewed betel-nut by My kiss, Your eyes 
glistened with pride. After attaining a drop of chewed betel-nut by Your 
kiss, My cheeks smiled with delight. 


srJ-radhaha— 

yat sucayasi rasa-priya tad idarh svenaiva pdthitarh tantram / 
svayam eva vydcaste sa bhavdn iti kila namas tubhyam 11871 j 

Radha: You are fond of tasting the nectar of these transcendental mellows 
by speaking in this way. These pastimes of Yours exactly follow the 
descriptions of the Kama-sastra. You are the original author of the Kama- 
sastra. I therefore offer My respectful obeisances unto You. 

srl-krsna aha— 

man-mukha-pahkeruham api citram idarh yad vikdsayasy adhikam / 
gunavaty atisurabhitena sva-vadana-sudhdkara-sudha-dravena hi 118811 

Krsna: By showering fragrant nectar, the moon of Your face has caused the 
lotus flower of My face to bloom with happiness. This is certainly very 
wonderful. 



srJ-radhaha— 

nlla-nidher bata poto bindu-vydjena raksitas cibuke / 
tarn a pi ca bhavad-adharo'yarh hrtavdn iti kati mrsdmy anayam 118911 

Radha: Although at first, on the pretext of placing a drop of chewed betel- 
nut on My chin, You decorated Me with an infant sapphire, after a while 
You reclaimed that gift with a kiss of Your lips. How many such 
improprieties on Your part have I patiently borne? 

sri-krsna aha— 

anurdginam api sdgasam adhararh me dandayasy atah kopdt / 
radandstrena tad apy abhimanute labdha-prasddam evdyam 119011 

Krsna: Because My lips have offended You in this way. You angrily punish 
them with the weapon of Your teeth. Because My lips bear so much love for 
You, they consider this chastisement to be Your great mercy upon them. 


sri-rddhdha— 

adhi radana-cchandanarh me sva-radana-kirtirh na kirn vicdrayasi / 
yuvatl-sabhdsu citrarh trapdkuiatamateyarh nu mayi srstd 119111 

Radha: Do My teeth not know the glories of Your lips? When the young 
gopis see what I have done I become filled with shame. 


sri-krsna dha— 

visamdsuga-rana-range svdrigendtuia pardkramd kramase / 
darsaya bhuj'a-baiam ayi bho mayi te dayite gundvailphaiatu //52// 


Krsna: Putting limb against limb You bravely fought Me in Kamadeva's 
battle arena. Just see the strength of Your arms. O My beloved! I grant You 



the benediction that Your transcendental virtues shall be always glorified 
by Your exalted gopi friends. 


srJ-radhaha— 

tonvim api tanum etarh muhur atidardhyena vestayate / 
tvad-bhuja-bhujdhga-pdsah svdso me kevalarh valate 119311 

Radha: These strong embraces of Your snake-rope arms have exhausted 
Me. Sighing, I find that I have no strength to continue these pastimes. 

srl-krsna aha— 

samprati sdksdtkaro madanasya sydd itiva Jdnimah / 
yan nas cetas tvarate nirupamam atraika-bhdvdya 119411 

Krsna: Now we can both perceive the deity Kamadeva directly present 
before us. Both of our minds have become filled with peerless bliss, and in 
this condition I think we have attained sayujya-mukti, both of us becoming 
united in our joint service to Kamadeva. 


srJ-radhaha— 

tdndava-pandita nitardm alam adhydpana-sramena te / 
mad-apaghandh svayam ete cdrana-carydsu ydnti naipunyam 119511 

Radha: O learned dancing-master, it is by Your instruction that these 
limbs have become expert at Kamadeva's dance. Please do not abandon 
Your student at this crucial moment. 


srl-krsna dha— 

madana-mahd-ghana-ghOrndghrdtdny angdni nau priye yugapat j 
svdsodita-j'aya-caturima-bharam anyonyarh disanti sonmddam 119611 



Krsna: Kamadeva's great monsoon clouds have brought a fierce hurricane 
pouring on our limbs. These sighs are merely our bodies' expression of 
Kamadeva's final victory over them. 

locana-mlna-catustayam adhuna nispandatam unkurute / 
rasa-bhara-vismaya-matte naisargika-cestita-smrtih kirn sydt 119711 

At that time the four fishes of their eyes became peaceful. Struck with 
wonder at the sweetness of their pastimes, the Divine Couple could not 
remember anything else. 

candana-nalada-sudhdrhsu-drava-maya-j'ola-yantra-vesma-madhya-sthe / 
sthala-j'olaruha-dala-kalpita-talpe'suptdrh rata-srdntau 119811 

Fatigued by these pastimes, the Divine Couple then took rest on a bed of 
lotus petals in a pleasant cottage sprinkled with a fragrant mixture of 
water, sandalwood, usira and camphor. 

krama-valitair nihsvasitaih surabhayatoh svdminor athdnyonyam / 
nidrd-vrddhim avetya pramoda-sindhdv ayarh janah plavatdm 119911 

Seeing my two masters, the charmingly fragrant Divine Couple, sigh and 
fall deeply asleep in each others arms, this insignificant person becomes 
drowned in an ocean of bliss. 

surata-kathdmrtam arya-satakarh nata-kandharo j'ano Jusatdm / 
rata-sukha-dhdma-gavdksa-srita-nayanah svdminor a ho krpayd 1110011 

These one hundred verses named “Surata-kathamrita” are filled with the 
blissful pastimes of the Divine Couple. One who relishes these verses is 



able, by their mercy to directly perceive their pastimes, as if his eyes were 
placed against the window in their forest-cottage. 

pravisatu sanaih sanair atha mOkita-nOpurarh Janas tatra / 
gatre nibhalya yOnoh sva-valaya-rajlrh pidhaya badhndtu / /101 / / 

In the form of a manjari this person may enter the cottage and gaze at the 
forms of the sleeping youthful Divine Couple. She may remove her tinkling 
ankle-bells and other ornaments so as not to awaken them. 

kampana-cakitair alibhis tyaktum asakyena tdla-vrntena / 
vijayatu srama-salilarh pratyangarh sositam nirOpayatu /11021 / 

Accompanied by the frightened, trembling gopis, this manjari, unable to 
leave, may gaze at the Divine Couple and fan their perspiring bodies with 
a palm-leaf. 

rddhd-kunda-tata-vdsa-mahd-sampadarh madah so'yam / 
kirn u vdnchitam atidurlabha-vastuni tarn rte mamdstu sambhdvyam 

111031! 

Without the great good-fortune of residing at this Radha-kunda, how shall 
I fulfill my desire to attain direct service to Divine Couple? 

astama adhika-rahasya-vyanjakarh mathnan nibadhyate'tra satake j 
tddrsa-bhdva-vibhdvita-hrdayenaivdstu tat sevyam / jl04j / 

By churning Srila Rupa Gosvami's wonderfully confidential Suratastakam, 
I have been able to write these one hundred verses. I pray that those 
devotees whose hearts are filled with love for the Divine Couple may relish 



these verses. 


kha-viyad-rtu-ksama-ganite sake vrsa-sarhsthite divadhise / 
surata-kathdmrtam udagad udayatdrh ca bhakta-hrn-nabhasi / 11051 / 

This book, “Surata-kathamrita”, was written in the year 1678 during the 
month of Jyeshtha (May-June), when the sun traversed the constellation 
Taurus. I pray that this book may arise like a moon within the sky of the 
devotees' hearts. 

iti mabd-mahopadhydya-srl-visvandtha-cakravarti-viracitah 
surata-kathdmrtam samdptam / / 

Thus ends “Surata-kathamrita” written by the great poet Sri Vishvanatha 
Cakravarti. 



